An Ogre from space will stoop a lean face
And lug you home:

Lug you home over his fence, Tom Noddy,

Of thorn-sticks nine yards high,
With your bent knees strung round his old iron gun

And your head dan-dangling by:

And hang you up stiff" on a hook, Tom Noddy,

From a stone-cold pantry shelf,
Whence your eyes will glare in an empty stare,

Till you are cooked yourself!

THE GREY WOLF

f A fagot, a fagot, go fetch for the fire, son!s

*O, Mother, the wolf looks in at the door P

' Cry Shoo! now, cry Shoo ! thou fierce grey wolf, fly* now;

Haste thee away, he will fright thee no more.y

'I ran, O, I ran but the grey wolf ran faster,

O, Mother, I cry in the air at thy door,

Cry Shoo! now, cry Shoo! but his fangs were so cruel,

Thy son (save his hatchet) thou'lt never see more/

THE GAGE
'Lady Jane, O Lady Jane!
Your hound hath broken bounds again,
And chased my timorous deer, O;
If him I see,
That hour he'll dee;
My brakes shall be his bier, O.'
4Hoots! lord, speak not so proud to me!
My hound, I trow, is fleet and free,
He's welcome to your deer, O;
Shoot, shoot you may,
He'll gang his way,
Your threats we nothing fear, O. *